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"Yegor didn't believe in God," she thought, "and none
of these others do."
She did not wish to pursue the thought, and she sighed,
trying to free her soul of a great burden.
"0 God! 0 dear Jesus! Can it be that I too—like
this...."
They reached the cemetery, and for some time twisted
along narrow lanes between graves until they came to
an open space strewn with low white crosses. Silently
they crowded about the open grave. The tense silence of
the living among the graves presaged something dread-
ful which caused the mother's heart to stand still. The
wind howled and whistled among the crosses and ruffled
the crushed flowers on the lid of the coffin.
The policemen drew themselves up to attention with
their eyes on their chief. A tall young man with a pale
face, dark brows and long hair took his place at the head
of the grave.
"Gentlemen!" shouted the police officer hoarsely.
"Comrades!" began the young man in a loud, clear
voice.
"Just a minute!" shouted the officer, "I must warn you
that I cannot allow any speeches!"
"I will only say a few words," replied the young man
calmly. "Comrades! Let us swear at the grave of our
friend and teacher that we shall never forget what he has
taught us, and that each of us, all his life, will ceaselessly
dig the grave of that power which is the source of all the
ills of our native land—that evil, oppressive power, called
autocracy!"
"Arrest him!" shrieked the officer, but his voice was
drowned in a burst of cries:
"Down with autocracy!"
The policemen pushed their way through the crowd
towards the speaker, whose friends had pressed about him
protectively.
"Long live freedom!" he cried with a wave of his
hand.

